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THE FLAG OF THE HELLENES.
(RLUE AND WHITE)

B, Martinengo Cesaresco in The Spectator.

iy, O our Flag, acrces the foam,

White angel ‘twixt blue depth and helght;
From heart to heart, from home to home{
From Greece to where her children fight.

Tell thou our hrothers not more fast
Stand their eternal rocks than they;
The future presses back the past
And night is hastening to the day.

Take thou our love to those dear hills
Where soul of man no'er yet was cowed;

Where a Greek hand a Greek land tills
Where chains are worn but heads unbowed.

Where still the selfsame fight s fought
That once our fathers fought and won
When they the whole world's freedom bought
Upon thy sands, O Marathon!

Our fathers—e'en the same that gave
The equal clasp of hand and hand;

Who scorned the earthward bending slave,
‘And bade the man in manhood stand,

Fl‘t‘. © our Flag, since thou canst fly

& man’s unconquered spirit, free!

Each sea-bird thou, against the sky,
And thou ench sall upon the sea.

WOMEN, A BOY
AND SOME HORSES.

BY MARIA LOUISE POOL.

TWO

V.

AMABEL AS A REFORMER.

It was thus that we entered Monument, drip-
ping, & stream running from each horse. And
then it stopped raining, and the eky was blue,
and the sun shone, and people came to thelr open
doors and looked at us; and they smiled. A per-
son who has not been out in a shower, and Is per-
factly dry, can afford to smiie at the spectacle we
presented.

Albert was now walking by his wheel, which
was, 80 to speak, feathered all over with wet
dust.

Amabel remarked that she had never known
pefore what It was to be clammy. But she mada
an effort to ba cheerful, and even went 0 far as
to say that she was not sorry ehe came. “In
fact,” with Increasing hravado, “I'm glad.” Al-
bert glanced scornfully at her, as he said that so
was a hen. Then he glanced at a man in his
shirt-sleeves, who was smoking in an open door-
way, and asked If this was Monument. The man
regarded us with Immense satlsfaction. He
sauntersd out into the yard and took hia pipe
from his mouth, grinned, and inquired if we had
been far.

“3fiddleboro,” sald Amabel hurriedly, fearing,
as she afterward told me, that her brother would
make his reference to the hen.

“Gor caught, didn't ye?" asked the man.

“Caught "'

“Yes, in the shower.”

“yes, we did get caught. Is this Monument?”

“Jt's Monument Beach,'" with a great emphasis
on the word Beach. “"Mebhy you own one of
them cottages down there?”

“No, we don't."”

Amabel's teeth began to chatter. Mine had be-
gun a few moments earller,

“What town I8 thls, anyway?" inquired Albert.

“It's Bourne."

“Jsn't there any Monument?”

“PThis is Monument. Mebby you're after Po-
casset, or Cataumet, or Wenaumet, or some of
them,"

“No, no!" despaliringly from Amabel, "“we wers
after Monument, but we don't care now, all we
want ia to get to a hotel"”

“Oh, you want a hotel?
cranberry hogs down here?”

“No. Where {s the hotel?”

“Wall, the hotels round here mostly are shet.”

“What, shut up?" more despairingly.

“Aln't been opened yet, much. You see it's
rather early—though they be open, some. Aln't
no rush yvet. They open earlier 'n they used to."

Amabel disengaged a wet, sticky foot from the
wet, sticky slipper of her stirrup; then she dls-
mounted. T did the same,

«Wa will walk, and lead our horses,” she sald.
“Albert, you find out where there's a hotel that ls
open just enough for us to get into it We don't
want it open any mors than that. And it secems
to me we ought never to have come down here to
Bourne, or Wenaumet, or Cataumet, or any of
these places, We ought to have gone on 1o
Sandwich.”

Here Amahel looked at me as if T were re-
gponsible for this mistake in our route. Ehe
walked on, leading her horse, and I walked on
leading mine. It was a great relief to walk,
and we went faster and faster, while Albert
remained behind to wring some Information
from that man, if it were possible,

The sun was now shining hotly. We began
to steam In its rays. We had ezchewel skirts
Jong enough to interfere with walking, so that
we got on very well, splashing through the
puddles recklessly,

A soft southwest wind came from Buzzard's
Bay, bringing the dellghtful salt odor. How the
whole world glittered! How the birds sang!

Mebby you've got

All at once the road curved, and we saw the |

pay shining before us, heaving with the puise
of the ocean. We stopped to look,

“Has it ever oceurred to you, Amabel,” I be-
gan timidly, “that perhaps, just possibly, you
know, we might hetter have come down here in
the stemmears, or by boat?”

“Navaer! sgald Amabel promptly.

«] know it is romantle to ride through the
ecountry on horseback.” 1 went on, “and if only
one were waterproof''—

wpghaw!" she Interrupted. “If one were never
soaked one would never know the joy of belng
dried by a gun like thie"

And I sald no more. I had often seen wet
clothes gpread on a horse before a kitchen fire,
and noted the steam arising from them, but I
had never hefors known how clothes felt under
such clreumstances.

o1 wigh,” sald 1, by way of beguillng time
until Alhert should rejoin us, “I wish I eould
make soma poetry. If I could find a rhyme to
humid, I might get on finely.”

“There's tumld,” suggested Amabel

But 1 knew that would never do; and all at
once 1 was seized with a doubt as to whether
there was such & word as tumid. Were you
ever affiicted in that way? DId you ever have
some word suddenly seem utterly preposterous,
and as If It had never exlsted—some every-

day little collection of a few individuals of the
alphabet—and you say It over and over to your-

self untll you begin to fear there is something
the matter with the brain. Don’t fear, however,
there ig nothing wrong; you are simply suffering
in eommon with the other great minds of the
world.

Did not even Dr. Johnson, slr, retrace his step
to touch with his cane a post that he had missed
touching? That small deed of the great man
was always of much comfort to me, because
sometimes I, with my inferior equipment, have
gone back so that I might put my right foot
first in wounting a filght of stairs, and there's
a wooden button on the cellar door in the old
house at home that I was often Impelled to place
my finger on as I went by H—impelled by a
nebulous kind of convictlon = at things in gen-
eral would go better If I did go. I wonder what
kind of tracks are made In the brain gray mat-
ter by the forming of such habits,

All this, however, has nothing to do with the
melancholy fact that we two drenched women
were leading our horses along the wet road of
this hamlet on the shore of Buzzard's Bay.

But we were fast bLecoming less wet. Our
horses were already dry; their bridles were
changlng from an unsatisfactory pulpy sub-
stance to an equally unsatisfactory etiff sub-
atance,

The Thang was greatly Interested In the view
of the bay. He reared hlg head and dilated his
nostrilg; for a moment he presented the ap-
pearance of a charger, und I was proud of him.
We saw, toward the wn!.er. suine of the gayly

painted cottages belonging to the summer pooow

ple. There were figures on a few of the plaz-
zas, Such people look as If they must be per-
fectly happy, and it is something to glve that
impresslon, The country About us Wwas not
level; there were slightly rolling hills in It
charming hills which now sparkled gayly.

But where was Albart? And what were we
golng to do? It would be a good thing to
mount now, If we had given up our hope for a
hotel, We remembered the compact of the
Watering Trough, and it was my turn to hold
Amabel's steed for her to mount If we could
find a fence. We had made Albert useful in
this way since he had joined us; but It Is
astonishing how s boy Is mever at hand when
he might be useful. There was a fence handy.
1 would advise women who are contemplating
a horseback trip to choose for their journey a
country abounding In fences; that Is, If they are
not heroines and consequently cannot mount In
a herolne-like way from the ground, or if they
have not men accompanving them. It is of vital
importance—to have fences.

We were not more than half a mile from the
settlement of Monument when a cheery bell
tinkled behind us and Albert came rolling up.

“How'd vou get on?" he asked.

“No matter. Where's the hotel?"

“I guess,” sgald Albert, with much astuteness
of manner, “that we'd better jog right along to
Sandwich, where we ought to have gone Instead
of shying off down here.”

And here the boy glanced at me as Amabel
had done, as if I were to blame for our coming
to Bourne,

“Let us jog, then," responded Amabel.

And we went on. The sun had gone under a
floating cloud, but there was sunlight ahead,
covering the “gentle dimplement” of the past-
ures, and bringing out odors of sweetbrier and
clover.

Presently Albert began to chuckle. On belng
looked at Interrogatively, he explained that he
was laughing because that man back there had
asked him if “them wemen owned them horses:
and how much had they paid for ‘em.”

“I told him,"” went on Albert, “that you owned
‘em, fast enough.”

“What dld he say then?" inquired Amabel.

“He didn't say a word; he laughed so he
couldn’t.”

And then the boy continued his own laughter
fn such a way that it was difficult for his com-
panions to wear the semblance of amiabllity.

After a time Albert informed us that the man
had wished to know if we were clrcus riders.
“He wanted to find out,” sald Albert, “if you
had ever jumped through hoops."

“He's a fool!"” cried Amabel,

“0Oh, no, he ain't, not by a long chalk,” was
the response; “he’s one of the brightest men I
ever gaw."”

Then we felt to wish that Albert Waldo had
never joined us in our trip to the Cape.

Sandwich was about ten miles away, and the
road was rather heavy, We never knew whether
It was because the road was tao gandy or not
sandy enough, or for some other reazon, that
when we had travelled about three miles from
Monument Beach, In a secluded spot. Amabel's
horsge again showed unmistakable gymptoms of
an intentlon to lie down. The first time he had
done this he had had Aunt Maly's kitten fast-
ened to him, but now we were bewildered. He
had stopped suddenly and begun to paw. On
this oecasion Amabel did not dismount so ekil-
fully: the skirt of her gown caught on the horn--
there was the sound of rending.

I must confess that Albert hehaved very well
now, He jumped off his whael and caught the
tridle. Sometimes Albert Is a good bhoy, He
was now calm and effective. He snatched the
rest of the ekirt from the harn; he said a short
word of a good deal of emphasis, but who could
blame him? He held the horse while Amabel
looked down at her skirt and shook it

Rather unexpectedly her first remark was—

vNow I am convinced.”

“Phat vou'd no business to go to an auction
and buy a horse?" responded Albert quickly,

“No, Indeed!" rather sharply. “Nothing of the
gort. My horse 1s a fine animal, T got him dirt
cheap. He is worth threa times as much as 1
pald for him.”

Then Albert sald, “So's a hen," and the conver-
sation languished. We all moved on slowly,

Amabel holding up tha cloth that had been rent |
from Its fastening to the waist: Albert haviag one |

hand on the bridle and the other propelllng his
whesl: 1 sitting in my saddle trying to control
my thoughts. I had a lurking fear of what my
friend had in mind. At last I asked her what
ehe had meant by saying that she was convinesd,

“1 ghould think vou'd know,' she answored,
“Tt I8 absurd to try to ride a sldesaddle; It ia
wirked., I'm golng to make a change”

“What! I eried, and Albert glggled,

1 had known for a long time that my friend had
fdeas about things, but It 1 a very diffearent mat-
ter to haves ldeas and to act upon them. People
don't eare much how many ldeas you may cher-

1gh, provided you behave just as If you were not |

cherigshing them.

“yee went on Amabel, “I'm golug to have a
crose-1res saddle, You may not care if T do en-
danger my e every hour of the day, hut my life
s precious to me"

“1 wonder,” burst out Albert, “If you think
having a cross-tree will stop this horse from
wanting to roll when he doeg happen to want to
—just tell me that!"

“Albert,” said his slster, "do you remember |

gsaving that a sidesaddle was enough to ruin a
horse's back? Tell me that."

“Yes," hegitatingly, “but I guess your horse's
back can stand"-—

“Albert, you needn't go on, What do you think
1 contribute to the SBoclety for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals for? What"

“Pooh!" broke in the boy, “you needn’t try to
eram that stuff down my neck; It's your own
hide you're afrald of.”

“Afrald for,” 1 eorrected In my most amiable
manner. “You don't believe that your sister s
afrald of her own hide?”

“Hosh!" sald Albert, “I know I aln't golng
around the country with a woman on a4 man's
gaddle”

“Nobody asked you, #ir,” responded Amabel,
and then she appeared to fall into a brown

study which was not broken by my pinning the |

rent skirt into position as well as 1T could, and
even after she was mounted again she was
silent.

I watched her anxlously, for when my friend
keeps silence in that way 1 know that she 1s
thinking of something, Looking at her thus
furtively and often, 1 suddenly discovered that
the button her father had fastened upon her
jucket was gone, the white button with her
name and addregs, 1 questioned her concern-
ing this, She clapped her hand up to her lapel

“It's Jost,” she exclaimed.

*No matter," said Albert,
you."

But Amabel did not smile. She announced
that that lttle streteh of road with the birches

“I can Iidentify

where her horse had thought of lyipg down

should be called The Place of the Lost Button,
and that it should be known henceforth by that
name. This seemed, In a manner, Bihllcal, and
as If we might presently meet a group of Arabs
and ask them where was the nearest well of
water. 1 began to fancy that Amabel might
huve begun to play make belleve as she had
oecasionally threatened to do, Anything, 1
thought, to get her mind from that crosstree
saddle,

We all pricked forward toward Sandwlch.
We ecaslly enough found a hotel there that was
not shut. We ate a great deal of supper and
then hastened to our room, while
nounced his Intentlon of viewing the town, He
gaid he meant to stay long enough the next
duy to see them blow o bird of paradise in dif-
ferent colored glass; he spoke as If the glass
works In Bandwich were entirely given over to
the manufacture of birds of paradise; as, per-
haps, they are, for 1 do not ahsolutely know to
the contrury. 1 am not goieg 10 make state-
ments for which I eannot vouch, My first alm
In these ehronleles 16 strict veracity,

It was nearly sunset when our supper was
eaten.. 1 thought that Amabel would be tired

| and stay in our room, but she toolk her hat and

gtood hesitatingly an Instant with it In her
hand. 1 was stretched out In a rocker; It was
a time when, If 1 had been a man, or what ls
almost as good, a new woman, I should have
been smoking,
“ATE znu golng out?™ 1 asked, In surprise,
“Yes,"” she answered. She walked about In

| you'd have such an

Albert an- |

the room. She paused by my chalr; she leaned
over and kissed me,

“What,” I erled,
back?”

“Oh, yes, indeed, In a very lttle while; h\!l
I-do you eare the least In the world It I don’t
ask you to go with me?"

“Not the least,” promptly.

Amabel looked relieved. She hastened from
the room. When she was half-way down the
stalrs I went to the door and called to her.

“You know, Amabel,” 1 said, “when you are
alone you are lable to get into some kind of
mischiof. Are you golng to see the birds of
paradise?

“Oh, no."

She went on. I returned to my rocker and I
made an attempt to read the Bible, for I found
& Bible placed In the exact gentre of an oval
table that gtood in the corner of the roam. Over
this table was a pleture of Abraham offering up
Isaae as a sacrifice. Isaac had on a pink frock,
cut low neck and short sleeves, and Abraham
wors 4 purple gown, en train, In the middle dis~
tance was a vivid green bush, from which pro-
trided the horns of the otherwise unseen goat,
Amabel had spoken of asking the authorities of
the hotel to take down that picture during our
brief stay, on the ground that she gometimes
had dyspepsia, and had been ordered not to do
anything likely to bring on an attack. This was
our anly pieture, and 1 was now left alone with
it. But I never had dyspepsia.

I could not read much in the Bible, because I
was worrving about Amabel. Why had she
gone out alone?

When {t had become dusk a servant brought
me a kerosene hand lamp and seven matches.
This made it seem late, for a June day Is very
Jonse. 1 did not light the lamp. 1 sat at the open
window, which commanded a view of the main
street, T leancd my arms on the sill and watched
for Amabel. The place was very quiet. People
sauntered by now and then, A strident volce
sometimes rose through the sweet alr.

“Jim din't git no ketch at all last time; it does
geem's If the cod jest knew 'twas Jim, 'n'
wouldn't bite”

“1 g'pose he got drunk."

“No; he's sworn off."”

Then @ laugh, and the two men had turned
into another street,

“He's had to lay out no end of money on his
bog, ye know. I d'know when he'll be done
ecartin' sand onto it”

“Ome thing, there's sand 'mough round here
for all the eranberry bogs in the world—'n' glass,

“aren't you ever coming

toon.’

“That's 0. Idon’t &'pose the Lord ever made
any place ‘thout nothin' in it."”

“1 guess not. D' you see the folks that come
here t' the hotel to-night?

One of the men was leaning against a hitch-
post beneath my window. The other was lean-
ing agalpst nothing: he had his hands deep In
his trousers pockets, and was slouching forward.
The light hanging in front of the bullding shone
on them. 1f I had seen them on the Island ot
Sielly 1 should have known they were Yankees,

“No. Who be they?”

“Oh, 1 d'know. Two women; 'n' & boy; 'n’ &
wheel: 'n' two horzes. Women on the horses, I
call home the place for women; if home ain't tha
place for women 1 sh'd jest like to know whers
the place is. 1 hate to see women out aof thelr
place. If you've got a place I say you had
oughter be [n It, else what In thunder's the use
of havin' a place, 1 say? 1

tell my wife I'"—

“Sh' 1 guess here's one of um now."

The talking had been o near me, and so dls-
tinet, that 1 had heard every word. It now
cpased suddenly. The men immedlately lnoked
as If they could not apeak, hut could only gaze,

It was Amabel who came tripping fnnocently
along. 1 =say Innocently; but what did she have
in her arms? It was rather a lnrge package,

and as she reached the lamp 1 saw that It must |

be a drygoods package,

{ turned and quickly lighted the lamp. I had
time to place the lamp on the oval table under
the pieture of Abraham and Ispae, and to seat
myself with the Bible in my hand before the door
opened,

I.\muh‘-1 entered and put her package on the
hed. As she took off her hat 1 asked if she had
had a pleasant walk, 1 spoke just as amiably as
if T had been Invited to go with her, and, Indeed,
I felt amiable, for there is something about Ama-
bel that makes it difficult to be really vexed with
her.
“you," she answered, and then, without any
provocation, she added emphatically:

o1 pever did approve of side saddles; not even
when I was a little girl and learned to ride.”

Now 1 was alarmed, Amabel has a way of
lonking rapt when she is under the Influence of a
resolve, She looked rapt now.

“Is the town interesting?" I mqulred,

“Yge—no—I'm sure 1 can't tell. Side saddles
dnn‘.f‘_dlsh:jbulu the welght of the rider properly.
They"—-,

“(h, Amabel, don't let's talk about slde sad-
dles: we've got them, and you know the pains we
took to make those pads to put under them, and
they don't make the least little hit of a galled
place any more; not even a swellimg. You re-
member we've always thought that those pads
just—that they just ——oh, well, filled the bilL"”

I spoke hurriedly and ecouldn't choose rlassla
phrases,

Amahel was unfastening the string that con-
fined the brown paper.

“Hut the weight, vou know, can't be Alstributed
properly, and It isn't safe. Theoretically I have
never approved of this tashion of riding a horse,
It Is—It Is inhuman, and there's no reason in (i

jiv this time Amahe! had removed the paper,
She seemed to have some gray hroadeloth,

“They didn't have mu h of a variety to choose
from.” she remarked, “but shouldn’t you think
this would do very well 2"

1 gald 1 dldn't kKnow.

“1 wish you would manlfest some Interest,”
she responded. She looked w istfully at me.

“Interest in what?" 1 asked hardly.

“Why, in Turkish leglets,” she answered.

I had come to the hed and was fingering the
eloth, I wonder if it would be too melodramatie
1o say that despair selzed my heart,

w0, Amabel™ L eried.

wyes she went on, absorbedly, “or trouser-
ettee, 1 don't exactly know which; but It makes
no difference, not the least difference, There's a
place In Now-York where you can buy ‘em ready
made: T have the address, put as it's at home in
my desk it won't do me any gond now,  Besides,
I'm sure 1 can make "em. There are sclssors In
yvour bag, aren't there? I'!l eut the cloth to-
night, and 1 thought 1 eomld finish the whole to-
morrow. 1 thought” (here my friend turned
toward me) 1 thought I wouldn’t go on to-mor-
row; I'd just stay here and sew, and you and
Albert could go right along to—to Barnstabls,
perhaps, and I'd joln you. I don't want to In-
terfere in any way, you kKnow. And the man at
the store where I hought this knew of such a
good man's saddie—or sucn & man's good sad-
dle, or—but you know what 1 mean. And he
took me to see it—"twas in a barn cloge by—and
1's only been used one summer, beeause the
owner has'—

“ione to Furope,” 1 interrupted.

“Na, has swapped his horse tor a bleyele,
and will sell the saddle cheap, Tt's a great
chanece, and 1 snapped It up directly. They're
going to bring it here this evening. What
makes you look like that?"

“How am I looking?"

“Why, Just as if you'd sank through the floor."

“it'e mo upexpected,’” T sald.

“What 87"

“The trouserettes”

“Pon't vou remember that time when we were
Iodking at the illustrations of women riding
horseback in the only correct way—in that
magazine, vou Know— and how nlee they were—
they really weren't shocking at all, and you sald
that they were guite pretiy. You sald that."

DI

“You certainly did.

And 1 never dreamed that
expression on your face
here are the sclssors and
thimble, and T've bought linings and sewing
sllk—just hecause I'm going to reform. Do you
eare o very much? Haven't you any maoral
cournge "
sut § eould not reply directly, I had now
gone haelk 1o my rocker AL Inst I spoke,
asked Amabel if she had considered the feel-
ings of the inhabitants of the Cape. She needn’t

Just because 1—oh,

| mind me: but had she thought of the people

dwelling peacefully all along thls peninsula?

Amabel was now measuring her gray cluth
by holding a portion of it to her nose, and then
out the length of one arm,

“1 haven't glven a thought to them,” she an-
swered, “and 1 shan’t.”

e sat down on the bed and meditated, gaz-
inz at the cloth that now lay In o heap he-
fore her. 1 Knew she was thinking how to cut
it. She was very capable In regard to cutting
out things.

“You know,"

ghe eald, atter u while, “there

| was a row of women on horseback In that maga-

Ench sult was a lttle different from the

My old walst and Jacket will do well
enough, It's full leglets and a divided skirt
that I want. It'a just as simple as It can be.
I can see the whole thing In my mind's eye.
And 'l tey on to you, dear, and go 1 shall be
gure to go right.,”

Snip went the sclssors. This was very hard
to bear. And Amabel was always so partiou-
larly aminble when she was particularly having
her awn way.

1 wondered where Albert was, [ presently
went down the stairs. At the open outer door
I met Albert. He was rushing In with a good

zine,
others

[ deal of emphasis In hls action. When he saw
| me he exclnimed:

“Oh, 1 # What's all thia? They've just
brought a4 man's saddle out to the stable, and
the fellow BAys a woman's hought t—a woman
with & gray eap on, and—and”*—here the boy
hesitated, and then continued—"and a remarka-
hly agreeable sille. Now, you know that's
Amabel—she has got a good smile. But, by
George!—has she been out here In Sandwich
buying & man's raddle?”

To be continueds

QUEER CLOTHES,

THE UGLY COSTUMES OF THE NINE-
TEENTH CENTURY.

—

WHAT CHILDREN WORE SEVENTY-FIVE YEARS
AGO-THE PANTALETTE AGONY AND THE
REIGN OF RED SHOBS,

“Do 1 remember how we uged to dress when I was
a child? Indeed, I do, my dear; 1 can see every one
of these queer lttle frocks—you would certainly
thick them so now, at any rate—as pladnly as If 1
had them before my eyes.” The speaker wns a
white-halred, sweet-faced old lady of elghty, whose
remarkably faithful memory, not only on ‘the sub-
Ject of clothes, but concerning nearly every Incl-

| dent of her rather eventful life, is a constant source
of marvel to her friends.

«wThe first dress of which T have a distinct im-
presilon was made for me when 1 was four years
old. That was In the year 1821; so you are hearing:
now of the styles of seventy-five years ago. It Is
a long period to look back upon, hut the time doesn't
soem 80 far away to me. Well, the frock was given
to me by my godmother—for my name, you know,
It was made of rattinet—I don’t suppose you ever
heard the word before—but it was the name of a
kind of thin woollen goods very fashionable at the
tme. The color was searlet, and as I had never

very foet, wers our pantalettes—plain yellow nan-
keen ones for every day, and fine white embrold-
ered ones for Bundays, With these particular frocks
I am speaking of we always wora our hest panta-

letten,

wOur shoes were made of soft, green morocco
Jenther. And that reminds me of the aggrieved
fecling we children always cherished because we
were obliged to wear that color. The two fashion-
able shades for shoes were lea-green and bright
red. My mother, whose taste in her own dress was
gubdued, clothed her children necordingly, and
would never allow ug to have the scarlet shoes, Bo
my slster and 1 were obliged to wear the green, and
to wize with hopeless envy at the gayer [oolgear
of most of our ﬂpl;wnmlm

“Phere were different styles of hats, but, if I re-
member rlghtly, those that went with our purple-
and-white French calleoes were bonnets of green
silk. They were shirred very full and cut so that
the edige around the face was blas, This was then
fringed out to fome rt--;lnlh as n border, and the bon-
net was trimmed with Jace and a ribbon bow at the

EARLY VICTORIAN DRESS.

back. T think that Is a complete account of the
winy we looked, or—have I forgotten anything?
Ok, yes; our gloves, They wers of straw-colored
silk, and pretty sHort, scarcely reaching above our
wrists, >

“The time T am teling you of was long hefora
the days of hoopskirts, vou Know. We children
wore & remarkable number of stiff, quilted pettl-
conts, though, tn make our dresses ‘set out’ in the
proper waoy. 1 ean't remember that we were ever
really uneomfortable on account of our odd clothes,
though I'm afraild ehildren would complain now-
adays at the heavy skirts and the dangling panta-
lettes, These pantalettes were sometimes a nul-
fANCe eVen to us, accustomed as we were to them,
when we wanted to play some active game, 1 re-
call one of our playmates who was regarded by the

MODERN COMFORT AND TASTIL,

! had anything so gay hefore, you may be sure T was
proud of It. There wns n Jttle red eloak to mateh,
and a red honnet, trimmed with swansdown.

“The next dresses [ remembier were two Sunday
frocks, made exactly allke, which my ajgter and T
wore, perhaps a year or two later than the time of
the red rattinet. You will laugh when 1 tell you
that these dresses, which were consldered espec-
fally beautiful and elaborate, were made af —calico.
It was Freneh ealleo, though: miuch finer and pret-
tler than anything of the Kind to be bought nowa-
davs, and it cost from 4 to 7 cents a yard All
materials were dear then, and you saw very fow
sllk dresses, particularly for shildren, except among
the wealthy familles, You could have a silk gown
now for what French calleoes used to cost, T can
even remember the exact pattern of the calleo in
those two frocks There was o white ground, divided
into squares, with a vine and leaf deslgn in purple,
running all over it. We thought it was wonderfully
handsome, and 1 belleve it would be conslidered

fvorr dninty even to-day, among the variety of
pretty, thin goods which are shown. All children
wore low-necked and short-sleeved dresscs In those
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days, and, indeed, for many years afterward. Tt
would have been considered ridiculously Inappro-
priate to put anything different on them, even In
winter., 8o our lttle frocks were of course made
according to the fashion, leaving our necks and
phoulders bare, and looking, T must confess, ns 1
examine the old daguerreotypes, as if they were In
constant danger of siipping off over our nrms. The
sleeven were tiny, clreular puffs, not more than
three or four inches deep, ®o that we had almost
nothing on our arms either. The Hitle walsis were
very short, much resembling the Emplre styles
seen now, and were usually made with conulderable
fulness.  The ekirts, wlways sewed fast to the
walsts, wera stralght, and reached to about half-
| way between the knew and the ankle. Really short
| dromses, us chlidren wear them now, were never
| seen. Below our skirts, and hanging dowa to our

rest of us as a marvel of daring because she had
been known on different occasions, to untle her
pantalettes  dellberately from her stockings, to
which they were fastened, and bundle them Into
some convenlent corner until she had finished her
play pnd was ready to go home,

“The boys' clothes at that time were almost as

BOY'S8 COSTUME IN VOGUE JUNE, 18l

funny, when compared with modern styles
those of the glrls. No knlckarboc-k-vrﬁ’ in 'lﬂ: mf;'i
when my brothers were little fellows! Boys wore
lonk, loose  trouscrs, elmilar o thosse of thele
fathers, and usually made at home from an old
alr which the head of the fambly had discarded.
helr queer Httle jackets were zometimes belted in
at the walst, with the skirt hanging a tew inches
below In biouse style, and sometimes they wore
open couts, very short and elaborntely bralded, in
military fashion, They wore varlous kinds of r:'lps,

GIRLS
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and 1 remember & fat-shaped one, with & long tas-
el h‘“"?“f‘ down behind, which was regarded as
v rz’ yllsh

wirashions did not change so often then, my doar,
as they do now. When you had & dreas you cou
wear it for years, just the same—unless you wore

|

ma#%ﬂ?; ot my. : Hn . g&

frocks vére not goa!!y ;‘ﬂim

changed more than an, ng elre, ¥
woollen goods in

more varlety, and the
being finer rn quality.”

AMERICAN GIRLS,

AND THEIR EUROPEAN BISTERS,

From The Egyptlan Gazette,
You will find, 1 expect, that you h

fire on Inflammable material |r|r hmi'.‘i.'u,.

paragraphs from The New-York 1prlhum In

the author so extravagantly lauds the A

:‘:}r:n:; &ln? :glwl?lr]]: hil.- descants with much
i, nk, Mttle truth on the o :

dlaabilitics of har Duropesn vister, TSNS

hape you will 1eceive und pubiish lete 3
representutives of all the nutlons vo ]m:wnm |
e gy

the aecusation s grave to the extent th
the Eustern Hemdsphere stand to ur.:!\'or ‘:‘
charge which Is, /m substasice, thist we luck chamgs
Fortunately for our peace of mind, we kurg
are not so sensitive to American eriticban
[cans are to ours, Sidney Soith m af
fact many yeurs ago adpropos of Kuropean revimg !
on American Hterature, and it atlll retasing .
but In ever direction, not anly in that of litera
that the slghtegt innuendo of disapproval
Europe s always enough ta send Americans
mential hysterics, Here, surely, s one poing
superiority in the alr of the Eastern Hoemisphe
we are indifferent; we don't trouhle ourseives
the sake of getting good oplnlons, us the falr
Westerners do; there i8 that in our attitude whis |
Dr. Johison (hut he was a brute!l expremsed

Mrs, Hannah More when he asked her “to
sider how much her compliments were worth
him before she choked him witn them™" We

what we like, then, not caring o much (0r admirg,
tlon as Amerlcan girls da, and thers |s rurr ::\.m
of self-consclousness, a roal dndegendence, a
the Eﬁr-.:pi-un. I}h-; “ 'tll!'m., her demeanor '"ﬁ
om whi am bactiuse It pleases ne 10 be H
Ihg!." : i iy ] this o
mericans, on the contrary, whils affeciing ingy
pendence, in fact llow (rending m--’.v.-?sy
reviews and magazines) what they suppose fy
the fashion In Europe from moment 10 moment
They rnnex an idea that is particular, speclal, inde
vidual, in the old country, and muke 1t 0 the new
and, for a time, general, universal. the color of the
crowd; and so they are pothing If not now
politics, now critieal of lterature, now diletts
in art; now, still following how what they g

{s the fashion In Europe, they are occult) now
‘Dodos,” now “Tritby-mad—and all the time thay
are four reagons which shoull moke Ameriegng
superior to their BEuropean sisters, and they may
bhe catalogund thus:

First—The particular lightness of atmosphors ang
brightness u{"llm.ll‘- which eantribute so mueh t9

the making of alastic, huoyant natures

Bacond—The grent mixture of ruce in the Unjing
Btatex, o fact which tends (does it not?) 1o producy
richness of result,

Third—The system of education, which to & widy
extent ohtidns, of teaching boys and girls side by
side In the same schools,

Fourth—The position on a pedestal universally
granted to American women by thelr mer, who ang
continually nssuring them In word and act thet
they, being queens, can do no wrong and whish
pleasant position on the pedestal condices to aa
ahbsence of shyness in them. and a very positing
confidence In thelr power to charm. In the mat
ter of higher education, Americn and England
have their women's coileges, to ‘whicn eravita
by natural fnelination, all the intelectually m

fit; but it is not these women (who are s yst g
small minority) that we are considering, but thoe
whao, whether In America or England in Fra
Germany or Russin, are floated out on the
at about the age of sixteen, to plek up what satlge
faction, whaet happiness, they may in society

At school (that reflex in small of the world teelf

the American girl i3 put through her preliminary
paces; she loarns to make her way among hep

fellows, and In thelr eompany finds how the coste
clon of the hrinte may sometimes be successfullp
the teeth!

neutrilized by getting the bit betweon
The Fnglish girl of the same ¢l
in the schoolroom with younger =
more or less dull woman, her govern
cept for masters (when the family
the season), her mind’s only stimul
lieve the digadvantages of the go
enjoyed (7) by Bnglish eirls are &b
Italian, Bpanish and Russlan
matiter of sport. where the E !
plus, she being here not undeveopsd
Soon after her sixteenth birthday t!
bhequeaths her geanty wardrobe of ¥
frocks to her next younpger slater, nnd a
a court gown, six yards long, and o trousseau e
suite and mamma (o London for the seasal
she becomes boetter acquainted with her maother,
experlences all that mother's moaoils of dis
na she (poor duckiing) takes all the experimen
rough-and-tumble experiences (n woclety which
Ameriean hag already surmounted at school
English glirl ov ally lives dosn her first sauche
erieg, and, 10 some extent, overcomes hor Very
shyness, and more, evolyes, in her early contaet
her fellows In an incredibly short space of tlme,
amount of Individuality and a happy readiness

speech, whith are only other Instances of the n
ral cleverness of her sex (unalded as has heen
theee cireumstances of upringine and elu onk.
wish any of your readers who shara The N
Tribune's opinlons would make the acqgl
(If he hasn't ingtances in real life near 1o}
the Miss Mary Crookenden of Lucas M 1l
“Wages of Sin.”" 8he is the most perfect em?
ment 1 knaw of the typical English giri—fresh, hote |
est, earnest, happy and moody by turng; sincere s
WAy,

It may sound like a prejudice (but it i= a convie
tlon brought by ohservation of and econtact =i
many peoples) here to say that the Engllsh girl

more sincerity (heart) than the girls of othe
natlons—at the same time 1 confess that b@
superiority In this point only eatalogues a gTam
disability where one tries to bring her into i
with the vivaclous gnd frothy Ameriean, with the
gay and sparkling French girl, with the 5 1rinbie

cstam, with the preud and mysierion

and flery R
who, par excellence, are not poe

Spanlard, ete,

eminently sincere 5
I admit, then, that Amerl ~but 1 must

olude with them French, lalian, Spaniirds asd
Russtuns—are moré charming than

but surely the Interesting woman iz E
In what country do you find such sty
partisans among women as in Englapd? W
would & man he at his election without his wited
or daughter's clever tongue In the burning bt
ne<s of canvass agod when such man s salely
janded in the H . what 4 one-horse] power M
would ha witho that wife or daughter as
of his forming ooinions, You remembet the e

Earl Beaconsfell's tribute to his wife in
dedieation of “Syble.”  8he |3 “the most sere®

of critles, but o perfeet wife”
Where, then, 12 the dull woman to ba found?
Not In Amerlea (1 agres so far with The New-Yoid
Tribune), but nlso vot In France, not In (e
not in 1taly, Spaln or Russla, and not in Eng
in fact, In soelety existence for her L prossibity
it 1% social obloquy, anathema, to In h
no nation allows its soclety women !
they themselyes feel this, and for ther own e
respeet, as well as for the sake of {eratios
from the world, are cheerful and am Lways=
and purstie holibles and an infinit wty of
teresis, 1 will not say only by the in 1
yreservation—some write, some dablhl
oin amateur orchestras, some debarl
they join Primrose leagues and Liberal 17 ‘Aeratios

assoclations; they rank themselves o Sociallstie
n}nv}:m--n.-: or {1 the sehiemes for the bettermes
of the poor.

The Amerlean girl enjoys—whether [t 18 mertiod
or unmerited T do not decide; [ leave that to your
renders—a high reputation for wit I have a bisd
to bellef that this roputation hus heen cstablished
ehiefly on her abundant use of the often |nl--mlﬁ
always fresh-sounding slang of her LLion,

unborrowcd i3 How

not on her own artal

ateful one i1s when a fresh thoughe s exp

n conversation, and how a gloreob ed-10
new Wi

give to the stagnant mental alr of
is the ralsol
d'etre of the Amerlean glrl's rop lon s & Wils

society Jdoes love a new phrase,
or @ new use of an old one: what a lift thes
ondinary inter
coursa!
Here, then, in my humhble omnior
it fs hera for no original fZuult of her own, poot
darling!

il e
STEERING THAT WAY, »
Washington correspondence of the Chicago Record
Geniernl Horaee Porter says he will not o
the posinon ol joner-Cloneral to the
Exposhiion, even offered him He ¢5§
to Minister to ! Lo thinks he has
the exposition L‘l'Et . of honors, and nust b
ol o

tnkes anything at all
e passenger that was siecr
werinl Porter to-day **Thi
ser fOF @ cortnin star, and aeep
and went downstilrs to

NOT

-

ng the

o8 1 Ta
helm steady,
gleap.  He hald beon snoosing comfortably for &

couple of hours, waen his new helms=man
down 1o his bunk and woke him up, sayving:
sadn, give me another star to steer by,

passed that ona,”
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